Wheels and Butterflies

EITHNE INGUBA. I have heard of such changelings.

EMER. Before you came I called his name again
and again. I told him that Queen Maeve and all
her Connacht men are marching north and east,
and that there is none but he to make a stand
against them, but he would not hear me. I am
but his wife, and a man grows tired of a wife. But
if you call upon him with that sweet voice, that
voice that is so dear to him, he cannot help but
listen.

EITHNE INGUBA. I am but his newest love, and
in the end he will turn to the woman who has
loved him longest, who has kept the house for him
no matter where he strayed or to whom.

EMER. I have indeed that hope, the hope that
some day he and I will sit together at the fire as
when we were first married.

EITHNE INGUBA. Women like me awake a violent
love for a while, and when the time is over are
flung into some corner like an old eggshell. Cuchu-
lain, listen I

EMER. No, not yet; for first I must cover up
his face, I must hide him from the sea. I must
throw new logs upon the fire and stir the half-
burnt logs into a flame. The sea is full of enchant-
ment, whatever lies on that bed is from the sea>
but all enchantments dread the hearth-fire.
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